I scorn the goose-step of their massed attack
And fight with my guitar slung on my back,
Against a regiment I oppose a brain
And a dark horse against an armoured train:
I like to trick their marksmen having shown
My dummy image from behind a stone,
To hear their yell of triumph when they score
And then to snipe off half a dozen more.
In their day-dreams they've killed me thrice a day
Swearing I'm dead they daily blaze away
And all their noisy shelling of the kop
Only proclaims who's fighting there on top.
They're the pink Tommies, all in order lined,
Poking each other onward from behind
To face one single muzzle-loading gun,
Because it gets its nitre from the sun.
But, as it is, the odds are on my side,
This age is broken ground on which we ride,
Fatal to heavy troops this great Waste Land
Was for the neat guerilla nicely planned,
Whose only luggage is his light guitar,
Whose compass is the love-delighting Star,
Who takes advice from every winding stream,
Or stone (the pillow of a Jacob's dream)
Makes of the wilderness his posh hotel,
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